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by the British in the Levant, he was adored by the
Arabs. I had heard stories of his kindness and generos-
ity and courage. And this man, whom the Arabs wor-
shipped, sat before me.

He was middle-aged and small of stature, with thin,
white-grey hair, pale blue eyes and a bushy, iron-grey
moustache. About his face there was an expression of
gentleness and sensitivity. His manner was shy and
diffident. His appearance gave no hint of the resolute
leader I had imagined.

He finished the notes, and put the folder on his desk.
" May I keep this? "
"Yes, sir."

'' Well.   What can I do for you ? "
" I need your advice, sir, and your help/'
While I explained, he leaned back, and I felt that
he was studying me.

When I had finished, he paused for a while. Then
he began to speak in a slow, even voice, quietly and
without emphasis. And it was as if a dynamo had sud-
denly been switched on. The great wheel turned
silently on its axis, and its quietness made the power it
generated the more impressive. I was conscious of an
intense force radiating from him, which kept me taut
and on edge, so that I was exhausted from the effort of
concentration when I left his room two hours later.

Though I have notes to guide my memory, I am sur-
prised how vividly I remember what he said that after-
noon.

" Your scheme is good so far as it goes," he said,
cc but how are you going to find and train the officers
you need? It's not only a question of teaching them
Arabic, though that's going to be difficult enough in the
time available. First of all, you've got to find the right